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THE  liALLY  OF  THE  EMP1EE. 


War! 

From  land  to  land  the  silent  message  runs: 
"Rise  up  and  meet  the  enemy— the  Huns! 
"Rise  for  the  freedom  England  bought 
"Before  the  Imperial  chain  was  wrought." 
Swiftly  they  take  it  north  and  south 
By  foam-fleck'd  horse  till  every  mouth 
From  the  Chitral  heights  to  the  unbuilt  Yass, 
From  the  Kicking  Horse  to  the  Kyber  Pass, 
From  the  Great  Karroo  to  Grinnell  Land, 
Says:  "There  is  war!"  on  either  hand. 
And  the  Sons  of  the  South  unsheathe  then 
swords 

To  fight  for  their  Chief— the  Great  White  Lord, 
And  from  far  away  by  Dawson  town 
The  Sons  of  the  Golden  West  come  down. 
From  the  lumber  camp  and  the  harvest  field, 
From  the  gathering  in  of  the  golden  yield 
They  travel  by  clay  and  they  travel  by  night, 
By  the  sun  and  the  harvest  moon's  rich  light. 
With  foaming  horses  and  tightened  girth 
To  tight  for  the  Motherland— Land  of  Birth, 
To  fight  for  the  freedom  England  bought 
Before  the  Imperial  chain  was  wrought. 
And  those  who  cannot  fight  have  sent 
Their  riches  and  heirlooms  to  be  spent 
On  horses  and  transports  and  guns  and  stores 
And  all  the  accoutrements  of  wars. 
From  Ottawa,  Sidney,  and  Delhi  town 
The  camels  and  mules  and  boats  come  down, 
Loaded  with  money  and  loaded  with  corn 
To  feed  the  sons  who  are  townsmen  born, 
And  who  make  the  shrapnel  and  make  the  guns 
For  the  khaki  lines  to  defeat  the  Huns. 
From  Western  homestead  and  East  Durbar 
Come  words  of  loyalty,  words  of  war, 
Promise  of  men,  and  promise  of  store. 


Through  tHe  Yellow  Head  and  Kootame  Pass. 
From  M  'Barrier  Reef  and  the  prairie  grass. 
hi  „  iBioken  Hill  to  MedVne  Hat 
Mav  be  heard  the  tramp  of  the  armies  that 
From  the  Sunlit  South,  from  the  Frozen  North. 
To  the  plains  of  Europe  are  trooping  forth 
Veiled  East  and  Golden  West 
Mike  are  sending  of  their  best 
To  fight  for  the  freedom  England  bought 
Before  the  Imperial  chain  was  wrought. 
Tp  fight  for  freedom  with  sword  and  lance 
Among  the  vines  and  fields  of  France. 
And  soon  shall  the  enemy  turn  and  flei> 
\  I  the  charge  of  the  Rajput  Cavalry, 
And  soon  shall  the  soil  of  France  be  red 
With  the  blood  of  Sikhs  by  a  Rajah  led. 
Gurkha,  Pathan,  and  Punjab  born 
Shall  fight  with  the  Sons  of  the  Golden  torn! 
\ml  men  from  the  edge  of  the  Northern  Pack 
Shall  fight  by  the  side  of  their  brother  Black '. 
For  East  and  West  shall  meet  at  last 
Till  the  despot  King  be  overcast, 
Till  the  reign  of  blood  and  steel  is  o'er 
And  a  tyrant  rules  in  the  land  no  more. 
From  north  and  south  and  east  and  west 
The  sons  are  sjnding  of  their  best 
To  fight  for  the  freedom  England  bought 
Before  the  Imperial  chain  was  wrought. 

From  the  river  side  and  the  mountain  pass, 
From  the  coral  reef  and  the  jungle  grass, 
From  end  to  end  of  the  flawless  chain 
Our  peoples  chant  the  same  refrain : 
That  never  again  shall  a  tyrant  King 
Oppress  the  weaker  States  and  fling 
The  greatest  Lands  into  needless  war. 
And  this  they  shall  prove  with  sword  and 
lance 

When  the  Eastern  chargers  snort  and  prance. 
And  East  meets  West  on  the  plains  of  France. 


THE  BRITISH  FLAG. 


The  British  Flag  is  British  yet, 

\.nd  still  it  rules  the  seas; 
And  still  it  flies  'neath  the  howling  skies, 

And  floats  on  the  evening  breeze; 
And  still  it  sails  from  the  Empire's  ports 

To  weather  the  further  seas. 

You'll  see  our  Flag  fly  up  aloft 

Wherever  the  oceans  roll : 
You'll  see  it  north  where  the  ocean's  wrath 

Demands  its  fearful  toll; 
You'll  see  it  south  at  the  coral  reef. 

Where  the  lazy  billows  roll. 

It's  over  the  gate  of  the  Golden  West, 

And  under  the  Eastern  sty, 
And  'way  to  the  Pole  where  the  icebergs  t( 

And  our  silent  Captains  lie. 
O,  it's  north  and  it's  south  and  it's  east  £ 
it's  west, 

\nd  it's  under  every  sky, 
Vnd  there's  fear  of  God  and  love  of  men 

Where  you  see  the  Old  Flag  fly; 
There's  fear  of  God  and  love  of  God 

Where  you  <-ee  the  Old  Flag  fly. 


THE  CALL  TO  ARMS. 

They  said  our  arm  was  weak  with  years  of 

ease, 

That  we  kept  not  the  bonds  that  bound  us 
tight ; 

They  said  that  we  no  more  should  rule  the  seas. 
And  so  they  sought  to  challenge  our  birth- 
light. 


Wherefore  across  the  narrow  waters  rose 
A  second  mighty  navy  on  the  seas — 

\  navy  to  de>troy  its  greatest  foes, 
To  wrench  the  British  Flag  from  off  the 
breeze. 


They  counted  on  our  being  rent  in  two — 
Rent  into  two  by  fratricidal  war, 

They  counted  on  the  sons  to  prove  untrue 
To  the  mother  that  bore  them  in  the  days 
before. 


So  in  the  womb  of  Time  the  foe  conceived 
Treach'ry,   oppression,    'gainst   the  weaker 
States, 

For  till  the  hour  came  they  had  believed 
That  England,  torn  in  two,  would  never 
wake. 


Rut  still  the  chain  that  bound  the  Empire  held. 
As  in  the  days  when  the  first  links  were 
wrought. 

Vnd  message  came  from  prairie,  isle,  and  veldt : 
"  We    will    uphold    the    freedom  England 
bought." 

England  !  the  Day  has  come !  the  Dawn  is  here 
After  the  long  and  ever  deep'ning  night; 

And  what  of  the  evening  that  is  drawing  near? 
What  of  the  evening  after  this  stern  fight  ? 

Britons :  the  Empire  calls,  she  needs  your  help, 
Rise  up  and  strive  for  country  and  for  kin. 

For  by  your  side  will  fight  the  Lion's  whelps. 
Britons!  the  Allies'  cry  is — "To  Berlin!" 


ENGLAND'S  DEAD 


They  asked  me,  "Where  are  England's  Dead, 

And  where  do  your  Heroes  lie?" 
And  the  Winds  of  God  brought  answer. 

As  they  whirled  through  the  lowering  sky  : 
"  They  lie  beyond  the  outer  seas, 

North  of  the  northern  lands. 
And  south  they  lie  'neath  the  Southern  Cross, 

White  on  the  golden  sands. 
East  in  the  rotting  jungle, 

West  on  the  mountain's  side ; 
And  year  by  year  the  sons  come  home. 

Stark  on  the  inward  tide." 


For  some  have  died  by  shipwreck, 

And  some  at  a  traitor's  hand ; 
And  some  have  died  for  the  Mother's  King. 

Par  from  the  Motherland. 
Some  have  died  for  their  country, 

As  they  put  the  foe  to  rout; 
And  some  have  died  by  a  coward  shot. 

When  their  cartridges  ran  out. 
And  many  have  died  for  a  woman, 

While  some  by  the  frozen  tide 
Have  walked  to  death  for  their  brothers. 

Have  gone  forth  alone — and  died. 
Yet  some  (1  say  it  plainly) 

Have  died  for  the  greed  of  gold; 
Aud  some  have  died  as  our  fathers  died 

In  the  famous  days  of  old. 

And,  year  by  year,  the  sons  go  forth, 
And  sail  on  the  four  winds'  breath, 

And  north  and  south,  and  east  and  west, 
They  battle  alone  with  Death. 

For  still  we've  Wellingtons,  Gordons,  Clives, 
Raleighs,  Rodneys,  and  Drakes, 


And  Franklins  by  the  Southern  Pack 
Who've  died  for  England's  sake. 

And  year  by  year  the  sons  go  forth, 
And  sail  on  the  four  winds'  breath. 

\nd,  year  by  year,  the  toll  is  paid, 
At  the  gates  of  Time  and  Death. 


AUTHORS  NOTE. 

The  Author  apologises  for  the  futility  of 
these  verses;  but,  as  they  were  written  about 
the  time  of  his  seventeenth  birthday,  and  a< 
his  poetic  genius  is  as  yet  but  in  bud,  and  lie 
is_so  his  friends  affirm— as  mad  as  a  March 
hare,  considering  also  that  the  profits  are  for 
the  Prince  of  Wales's  Fund,  therefore  he  hopes 
their  futility  will  be  overlooked  and  that  they 
will  be  bought  for  the  sake  of  the  National 
Relief  Fund. 
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